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This photograph taken at Seaside, ca. 1916, is one of many from a col- 
lection of Elmer Coe’s glass plate negatives in the CCHS collection. More 
are on pages 18 and 19. 


Cannon Beach is the focus of this issue, from lifeguards to a plane 
crash to a vacation home. Another story takes place in Hammond and 
from Astoria is the history of the family of Columbia River pilot Captain 
H. A. Snow and his mother-in-law, Sarah Kalloch. 
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The lifeguard tower and rescue vehicle at Cannon Beach in 1964. 
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Memories of a lifeguard 





Cannon Beach Lifeguards 
In the 1960s 


By Allen B. Litwiller 





Sometime in the early 1950s, the 
Cannon Beach Commercial Club, 
which later became the Cannon Beach 
Chamber of Commerce, appropriated 
$300 each to hire two lifeguards for the 
beach during the summer months. The 
lifeguards were supervised by Fire 
Chief Delno “Mac” McCoy and housed 
in the Cannon Beach Volunteer Fire 
Department Station. The 24-foot life- 
guard tower, which was hinged at the 
base on its large beam skids, was 
dragged to the beach behind Tommy 
Stanton’s war surplus Dodge Power- 
Wagon tow truck, and erected, each 
summer at the base of the ramp next to 
the Ecola Restaurant, now Surfsand 
Resort, west of the present City Hall. 
The tower was moved across 
Haystack Rock in the *70s. 

Equipment was old and the bare 
minimum. The tower was equipped 
with a telephone in a lockbox, binocu- 
lars, a chair, and thankfully, glass win- 


from 


dows that protected against the stiff 


winds that always blew on nice days. 
There was an old van to carry the life- 
saving equipment — no four-wheel- 
drive in the 60s — and well used. Inside 
there was a surf lifesaving reel with 


1500 feet of 4 inch nylon line, a couple 
of belts with flotation buoys tethered at 
the end of six feet of line to attach to the 
lifeguards, a shovel, and a first aid kit. 

From the tower, lifeguards could 
see from Chapman Point on the north 
(below Ecola State Park) to Silver 
Point (just north of Arcadia Beach) on 
the south. Lifeguards patrolled the city 
limits from Chapman Point south to 
Brallier Road on the South end of 
Tolovana Park. Red and green sema- 
phore signals were erected in the dry 
sand between the two points indicating 
tide direction and relative safety of the 
surf. There were no city police in the 
60s; along with an occasional state 
police or sheriff patrol car and “Mac,” 
lifeguards were the unofficial law and 
order, EMTs, the information desk, and 
lost and found on the beach. Hours 
were 10 am to 5 pm — or longer on a 
busy day — 7 days a week. 

I arrived in Cannon Beach in early 
June of 1963 in my sports car, a white 
Triumph TR3, which had no top, in the 
usual light mist of a normal summer 
day. With all my gear for the next three 
months stuffed behind the seat and in 


the passenger seat, stacked above the 
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low-slung door, I easily found Mac’s 
Mobilgas station (now Gary’s ARCO), 
and he set me up in the fire station 
where I found a 30-foot square room 
with a bed in one corner, a bathroom in 
another corner, a kitchen along one 
wall. In the bays were two old fire 
trucks (one a 1940 Chevrolet Forest 
Service pumper, and the preferred one, 
a classic open-cockpit American La- 
France pumper that had begun life in 
1936 as an airport foam truck). And, of 
course, there was the five-foot tall, 
three-foot around mechanical siren on 
the roof that only went off in the middle 
of the night. Not the most private situa- 
tion, but I made it home for the next 
four summers. 

Mac hired me sight unseen over the 
phone. He’d spotted a high school 
friend of mine riding his Vespa motor 
scooter through town during spring 
vacation and decided Roger might make 
a good lifeguard if he could swim. The 
long and the short of it, Roger gave him 
my name and number. Mac was a little 
unorthodox. He had two requirements; 
he wanted good swimmers and he did- 
n’t want any skinny guys. His theory 
was that a guy with a little meat on him 
could handle the cold water a lot better. 
I was a Certified Water Safety Instruc- 
tor, Scuba certified, had spent several 
summers working Boy Scout Camps 
and had fought a weight problem since 
I was a kid. I was a shoo-in. 

The “no skinny guys” rule became 
the first of what I termed “Mac-isms.” 
My favorite: he had only one chair in 
his office because if there were two, 
someone would sit down and bother 
him. And heaven help you if you 


parked your car in front of his station if 
you weren't going to buy something! 

Our equipment was crude, at best. 
The 1951 black and white Chevy panel 
truck that Paul Clement and I inherited 
in 1963 had a clear view of the sand 
below through the floorboards and had 
skinny tires that sunk to the axles in 
anything but the hard sand at water’s 
edge. The next year, we got a fantastic 
new truck — a 1947 Chevy Panel, 
bright yellow with a great heater! With 
Mac’s approval, I welded two wheels 
together and stretched huge whitewall 
Chrysler tires over them. Mounted at 
each corner of the classic panel truck — 
we were in business! We couldn’t leap 
tall buildings, but we could drive on 
the dry sand and didn’t have to park the 
truck a hundred yards from the tower. 

The lifesaving equipment left a lot 
to be desired. The lifesaving buoys we 
dragged behind us whenever we went 
into the surf were recycled from earlier 
lives — one was a galvanized metal 
cylinder with a pointed end that looked 
like a small torpedo, which, as it tossed 
in the surf, could be more dangerous 
than the surf itself. The other probably 
was designed to mark a crab pot or net, 
something that it could have spent 
many years successfully doing had it 
not been acquired for its dubious and 
totally unpractical reincarnation for 
lifesaving. And our nylon lifesaving 
line sunk, dragging along the bottom, 
so that swimming out through the surf 
became twice the effort. I arrived with 
a wetsuit and fins, the first anyone 
could remember on the beach. 

The first three years I was there, we 
didn’t have any serious mishaps, only a 
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Allen Litwiller, lifeguard, packs up for the day 
carrying binoculars and radio, ca. 1964. 
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few routine rescues. At least not in the 
water, anyway. Most of our work was 
more akin to public relations. Directions 
(the only public restrooms were down- 
town), information (“How do I get to 
Haystack Rock?” was my favorite), lost 
and found (we actually found the elderly 
man’s dentures in the sand a week after 
he lost them), band-aids for skinned 
knees (and rear ends) on the Rock were 
the norm. Major incidents usually 
revolved around the automobiles that 
were allowed on the beach in those days: 
Riding on the fender would account for 
a broken limb or two; reckless cars scar- 
ing, or barking dogs chasing, one of Paul 
and Terry Swigart’s horses (affectionate- 
ly, “Swag’s Nags”) meant more skinned 
knees and elbows; speeding through the 
surf — the light through the spray with 
the sun behind was particularly beautiful 
late in the day — often lead to a nose- 
down, half submerged car in a crab hole 
for which Tommy Stanton was most 
appreciative; and it was often difficult to 
keep eyes scanning westerly out to sea 
and not notice the young couple stuck in 
the soft sand as we passed by. (We'd 
help little old folks and cars with license 
plates from Kansas). 

My final summer on Cannon Beach, 
I'd agreed to spend a couple of days 
helping the two Australian students, 
former Sydney Beach lifeguards I'd 
hired, prepare and set up the equipment 
for the beach. I'd then spent a couple 
of months directing aquatics in a Boy 
Scout camp in the Central Cascades 
that summer, and then came back to fill 
in for one of the fellows for the last two 
weeks. On a foggy Labor Day, the kind 
of day when the sun filters through the 


fog and visibility is limited to silhou- 
ettes as in a dream, a young man, a high 
school senior on his graduation trip, 
with stolen scuba gear, went in the surf 
off the rocks on Chapman Point and 
didn’t make it. We went in after him, or 
after something, and I continued out in 
my wetsuit until I was picked up in a 
Coast Guard basket, my first ride in a 
helicopter (or any aircraft, for that mat- 
ter). It was our last day on duty, my last 
time in the tower. I'd had this uneasy 
feeling about my luck on the beach and 
had not spent the whole summer there 
for just that reason. 

In all, it was a gratifying and very 
rewarding way to spend my summers 
while in college. I made many friends, 
old and young, who helped shape my 
adult life and some are still friends. 
Mac, who personified civic responsi- 
bility, common sense, and decency, 
brought me back to the beach for four 
summers. Another “Mac-ism.” 


+4 
About the Author - Allen Litwiller 

After completing a Bachelors in 
Parks and Recreation Management and 
a Masters in Advertising at the Universi- 
ty of Oregon, Allen spent a couple of 
years managing Student Union facilities 
on college campuses in Bellingham, 
Washington and Platteville, Wisconsin. 
In 1969, at age 25, he was drafted into 
the Army and served as the Public Rela- 
tions Director for six Army hotels in the 
Bavarian Alps near Berchtesgaden, Ger- 
many. 

After a couple of years traveling in 
Europe, he worked as a PR manager for 
Farrell’s Ice Cream Parlors on the West 
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Coast, and advertising manager for 
McDonald’s Hamburgers in Seattle 
during the 1970s. He then returned to 
Cannon Beach in 1980 where he owned 
and operated the Lemon Tree Restau- 
rant for several years. In the late 1980s 
he moved to Portland and owned an 
industrial hydraulic sales and service 
company, which he sold in early 2002. 

Allen spent the past year investigat- 
ing an embezzlement within the non- 





profit Cascade Ski Club, one of Ameri- 
ca’s oldest ski clubs which owns con- 
siderable property in Government 
Camp, that has led to a civil judgment 
of more than a quarter of a million dol- 
lars and most recently, an arrest by the 
Clackamas County Sheriff. 

Allen married Armonica, a jazz 
singer in the Portland area, in 1989, and 
they currently reside there. 


The lifeguard tower and windbreak, at Cannon Beach, 
in July 2003, located just east of Haystack Rock. 
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Saving lives at the beach 





Daily Logs of the Cannon Beach 


rm Lifeguards 
3 e 


Be on the beach ready for work at 10:00 A.M. 
Keep daily log. 
One man to be at telephone at all times during working hours. 


Do not permit others in the car or the tower. 

Record dates and speedometer reading when gasoline and oil are purchased. 
Record speedometer reading each evening. 

Bring car in promptly at end of day—hose thoroughly with fresh water. 





These are the rules the Cannon Beach Lifeguards were instructed to follow 
each day they were on duty. They were posted on a sheet in the notebook in which 
the guards kept track of their work at the beach in the summer months. CCHS has 
several years of these records, from about 1953 to 1964. They were donated by 
Mae McCoy whose husband, Delno McCoy, was in charge of the lifeguard sta- 
tion for many years. 

The primary duties of the lifeguards were to rescue people from drowning, pre- 
vent the use of flotation devices that could carry people quickly out to sea, and 
keep people from getting stranded on the rocks. But they did much more as the 
log books show. 

Following are excerpts from these logbooks. Note: a red flag was put up when 
the tide was receding and the surf was rough and a green flag when the tide was 
coming in. At 5 p.m., the lifeguards put up a “neutral” flag and went home. (This 
is an oversimplification. See the June 12, 1963 entry. ) 


1953 


Saturday, June 13 

Very fine all day along. A little cold 
wind on the beach. 

10:15 Arrived Beach; put green Sig- 
nals on. 

Used Bob’s car. 

12:00 Quite a few people are on the 
beach, [sun]bathing and swimming. 


3:00 Red signals up. 
Two of us practiced swimming in 
the surf with a buoy. 
5:00 People are gone and nobody 
is in the surf. Took off. 


Sunday, June 14 
10:15 Arrived Beach with Bob. 
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Green signal on. 

11:00 A number of cars & people 
are on the Beach. A few of them are 
swimming & bathing. 

2:40 Bob & I took a swim. I went 
way out with back stroke. The people 
on the beach thought I was in trouble. 
Bob started to rescue me. I was swim- 
ming toward Haystack. Bob could not 
find me. Both of us got back 1% hours 
later, frozen to death. It was a nice 
“show,” good practice. 

5:15 Took off. It has been nice day 
all day along. North wind. 


Friday, June 26 
10:15 Arrived on station & set sig- 
nals green 
12:00 Changed signals red for out- 
going tide 
2:30 Unidentified body of hunter 
washed ashore, ca. | mile north of Hay- 
stack. Pulled body onto dry sand & call 
Mr. McCoy for coroner. 
3:30 Coroner & assistant arrived 
& removed body from beach 
4:00 Left beach. Weather cloudy, 
cool with occasional showers. 
Purchased Gas from Texaco 6.7 Gal- 
lons $2.15. 


Saturday, June 27 

10:45 Arrived on station & set sig- 
nals green for incoming tide. 

Weather: cold, cloudy & rain. Few 
people on beach. None in water. 

12:30 Guard tower brought on 
beach. Work of erecting it continued 
through better part of afternoon, 

1:00 Changed tide signals to red. 
4:30 Secured beach — few people 
around. 

Weather continued cool, windy with 
occasional rain. Few bathed 


Sunday, June 28 

10:15 Arrived on station & set sig- 
nals green. Took position in tower. 

Weather cloudy & damp. People on 
the beach & in the water. 

11:40 Man brings call for help for 
girl stranded on Haystack Rock in 
incoming tide. Crowd insists girl is on 
far side of rock, so Yutaka swims out 
while Bill goes back for buoy & line. 
Yutaka reports no sign of girl. Search is 
completed & return to beach is taken. 

12:30 Arrive on beach & crowd 
seen around girl, who has washed 
ashore ca. 200 yrds. North of Haystack. 
Resusitation unsuccessful. 

1:30 Changed signals to red 

5:30 Secured Beach 

Weather in p.m. warm & sunny. 

[The girl was Julie Kersten, 9 years 
old from Portland. | 


Sunday, July 19 

10:10 Arrived on beach for duty. 
Two men stranded on top of Haystack. 
Coast Guard was called & Bill called to 
men to inform them not to try the climb 
down. He was obviously misunder- 
stood for ca. 11:15 the 2 climbed down 
the NW side of rock. 

11:30 Yutaka & Bill swim line along 
North side of Haystack to attempt swim- 
ming rescue, & if possible, to warn 
climbers to “stay tight.” One jumped 
into water fully clothed & the 2 guards 
took him in tow. Out current carried 3 
beyond Haystack & South. Line to shore 
was disconnected for safety purpose and 
the 2 guards swam the climber around 
the north side of Haystack. Out current 
too strong for pulling, & as cold water 
was “sapping” strength, the 3 made it to 
smaller rocks. 

1:30 Frogman swims line to 3, & 
all successfully brought ashore. 
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3:15 Helicopter arrives & 2nd man 
removed from Haystack. 
3:30 Station secured. 


Sunday, August 23 
10:05 Arrived station. Since high 
tide is 11.00 & low tide is 5.16, we 
remained red signals up all day along 
Weather fine sunny with no wind. A 
number of cars and people are on the 
beach. 

1:30 Found one lady went out too 
far at halfway between tower & Elk 
creek; brought our equipment. Yutaka 
took buoy to her, Bill passed line & 
gave us free ride back. She is Mrs. Lin 
Broadfoot, Tacoma, Wash. 

3:00 Rich Corsuch, 19, was hurt 
when he was hit by rock rolled from the 
top of Haystack. 

5:30. Took off. 


Thursday, September 3rd 

10:15 Arrived station 

Remained red signals up. 

Weather Hot sunny day with fairly 
strong E & NE wind 

A number of people are on the 
beach. Some of them are swimming. 

2:45 Set green signals up. 

4:30 Emergency call from Arch 
Cape. Mr. McCoy took us there. Bill & 
Yutaka, with McCoy (paper said) swam 
out, but failed to locate the drowned 
girl’s body. She is Sandra Duncan, 14, 
Portland, and was guest of Mr & Mrs 
Chapel. 

5:45 Came back to [fire] station. 


1954 
Sunday, July 4 
10:00 On duty; set green signals up. 


Weather: fine sunny day. A number 


of people & cars on the beach. Some 
swimmers. 


3:30 Signals red. Bob hears sirens, 


reports to Warren cottages. Fire trucks 
there. No fire. 

3:00 Call from Arch Cape. 3 boys 
on rubber raft in trouble. Short Sands 
Beach area. Job for Coast Guard. 

5:00 Yutaka treats girl with cut on 
left arm with first aid. 


Thursday, September 2 

10:20 Signals set green 

Drove to Arch Cove inspecting the 
beach. Conferred with state officers on 
recent legal proceedings. 

11:15 Engaged in cleaning truck 
with able support of four beauties of 
which two were faithful until 1:00 
sharp. 

1:00 Lunch 

1:30 Rain, [We] took off 

3:00 Cleared again, down the beach 

3:15 Changed signals 

5:10 Took off 


Monday, Sept 6 

10:05 Duty. Red 

12:30 Green 

Nice day till now. Crowd disap- 
pointingly low for Labor Day. 

Rain clouds gathering. 

4:00 Dismal, lowering skies, driz- 
zling 

4:30 Yutaka & B. Taking down signs 

5:00 Off 

Unusual summer. Wouldn’t have 
missed it. Good nice friendly folks. 
Especially Mom and Pop Mac. So long. 

[Japanese sign for Yutaka] and 
Robert. 


1955 
Saturday, July 23 
10:10 Changed signals to green. 
Got some kid climber off The Rock 
Weather cloudy NW wind 
12:30 Emergency call N. Elk creek. 
Two kids went under, but rescued by 
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Dr. Goodman, Portland Dentist, before 
guards arrived. We took them to fire 
station for warm shower & hot drink 
(from Newman Drugs) & oxygen for 
boy. 
3:00 Changed green to red. 

4:45 Took off 

Roy & Connie Marciani, ages 13 & 
I] respectively, Brooklyn St. Portland, 
Ore. 

Gas & oil from Texaco. 


1956 

Saturday, July 21 

10:00 Bob on duty as usual 

10:15 Set signals -Red- except for 
flag on tower which was green 

11:30 Spotted man in trouble just 
south of Elk Creek. Immediately called 
Mr. McCoy and also went to rescue 
work. Hopped in truck and stopped-- 
sighted man, along with 4 or 5 seals 
close by -- then commenced to bring 
him in. Took buoy, without line (outgo- 
ing ude which made Mr. McCoy a LIT- 
TLE unhappy) and swam to man. Came 
in without difficulty -- took a shower at 
conference [Center] and went back to 
work. 

Continued to kick out inner tubes, 
fetes 

5:00 Quite a successful day at 
Cannon Beach. 

Name of victim: James Wakefield, 
21, Portland, Oregon. 


Sunday 22 July 

10:00 Howard was 
with me during day. 

10:15 Set Signals green. Beautiful 
day with thousands of people 

12:00 Signals RED 

12:00 Chow time. All afternoon we 
were constantly chasing out inner 
tubes, rafts, etc. 

4:45 Bob chased 3 boys in who 


able to work 


were out to chest deep water with the 
outgoing tide. All’s well! 

5:30 Quit after a “ROUGH DAY” 
(Bob) 


Thursday, July 26 

10:00 Went to sleep. Cold Day. 

11:35 Warned fisherman on Hay- 
stack that he would have to stay there 
till tide went out. 

12:00 Chow 

1:45 Unstuck car 

3:00. Kicked inner tube out 

10:10 Signal green 

2:00. Signal red 

4:50 Signal neutral 


Sunday, July 29 

10:00. Started to work. Lots of peo- 
ple. Nice Day. 

People with stuck cars and “on the 
ball” life guards kicked (literally) out 
many innertubes 

12:00 Chow time 

1:00 Questions 
(usual answer--RAIN.) 

Kathy came down and left invalu- 
able radio. 

Signals 

Green 10:00-4:15 
Red 4:15-5:00 


about weather. 


Monday, July 30 
10:00 Lively Lifeguards Leaped 
into McCoy’s Lifeless Station Looking 
for a day’s work. 
Cloudy weather but still kind of 
pleasant. 
12:00 Chow call 
2:30 False alarm at Elk Creek 
reported by Finnish lady “She's in the 
water” (car), Gregg & Bob got car out 
twice before joker got off the beach. 
Signals 
Green 10:00-12:00 
Retired for day.-- Bob 
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Thursday, July 31 
10:00 Began work. 
Kicked out a few innertubes & 
matresses. 
12:00 Chow Call. 
(Coming Ma!) 


ta 


Not onl \Acup g art 


Friday, August 10 
10:00 Work Call 
Weather Cloudy. One guy told us he 
thought green signals meant you 
weren't supposed to drive on beach. We 
think it would be a good idea to hang 
signs explaining what signals mean and 
have bathing safety regulations posted. 
12:00 Chow Call 
2:45 Kicked out two air mattresses 
5:00. End of Day 
10:00 Signals Green 
11:30 Signals Red 
4:50 Signals Neutral 


1957 
May 30 

Well another year has started for the 
lifeguards at Cannon Beach Ore. 

9:30 I reported at McCoys station 
for work. It is a cloudy day and there 
are a few people on the beach and town. 

9:45 I pulled the truck out and 
filled it with gas and checked the water 
and oil. 

10:00 I headed for the beach and a 
full day’s work ahead of me. There 
were just a few people on the beach, 
about 300. 

11:00 First aid was given to a young 
lady from Portland ; a 

11:30 Miss Loretta Stark was swim- 
ming in the surf and saw a log and 
decided it would be safe to stand on it. 


She found out it wasn’t when the log 
threw her off and pinned her face down 
in the sand. She was rescued. 
12:00 There are about a 1000 peo- 
ple on the beach. 
1:30 Changed the flags to danger. 
2:00 First aid was given to a Salem 
boy who cut his foot on a beer bottle. 
3:05 A boy from Portland was 
given first aid for a 2nd degree burn. 
4:30 The beach is almost clear and 
I am leaving the beach after a long day. 
So the first day of the summer season is 
now under way. 
Howard Adkins 


May 31 

10:00 Headed for the beach. 

Flag post at Haystack and Elk 
Creek. 

11:30 Finished digging post holes. 
The beach is dead and not a thing to do 
so I am going swimming. The wind 
coming off shore was warm and the 
water was warmer than than the day 
before, but the darn clouds won't let the 
sun come through so the beach beauties 
can get a tan. 

2:30 Changed the flag to (Red) 

3:00 Treated a girl of about 20 
years of age for a second degree burn 
which she got off a scooter. 

4:00 The beach is dead and I don’t 
know what to do. 

4:30 Heading to town. 

4:45 Washed the truck and getting 
ready to go home. 

5:00 Finished and heading home. 

Howard Adkins 


June 1 

10:00 Well, here I am at McCoys. 
All ready for a big gang of people. 

11:00 Just got a hold of Jack so he 
could pull some joker out of the surf. 

11:20 Made a Civil arrest. 

1:00 Had the phone put in the 

tower. (THANKS MAC) 
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2:00 There is large group of people 
on the beach now. 

3:00 This is the time when the life- 
guards are not appreciated. I had to run 
Mac’s red long johns up [the red flag] 
due to tide change. 

4:00 Boy, it took a long time to 
clear the surf. But it’s clear now. 

4:45 Well the beach has some peo- 
ple on it but there ain’t a soul in the 
surt. So lam coming home, Mac. 

5:00 Washed the truck and cleaned 
up myself. So I will see you tomorrow. 

Howard Adkins 


June 19 Sunny 
10:00 Went to beach 
Set signals on red 
Water was extremely rough. 
Nobody in water above their knees. 
2:30 (approximately) Went to 
Ecola Park. Two men on rocks. Water 
was really wicked. Men were around 
100 yards out. Water was coming 
through the rocks like a river. Got the 
men to shore, however, without too 
much difficulty. 
3:30 Got back to tower. 


Everyone was asked to stay out of 


water. 
Helped about 5 cars out of sand 
today. 
5:00 Signals let down. They were 
left on red all day. 


June 20 Sunny with clouds 

10:00 Went to beach & set signals on 
red [Green?] 

12:34 Changed signals to red. 

2:00 Paul was interviewed by 
KOIN radio station about yesterday's 
rescue. The interview was taped and 
broadcast at 6:00 P.M. this evening. 

5:00 Set signals in neutral & came 
home 


July 4 Sunny 
10:00 Went to beach & set signals 
on red. 
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12:17 Changed signals to green. 

1:15 Call for help on phone. North 
of Elk Creek. Searched for over an 
hour. Body was washed ashore. Victim 
was Anthony Markowski, 20 years old, 
Portland. Shuji was taken to fire hall to 
be warmed up & get a rest. Paul was 
taken to Webb’s Cottages. 

3:15 Paul returned to tower 

4:00 Shuji returned 

5:00. Signals down and home again. 


July 6 Cloudy-sunny 

10:00 Came to beach and set sig- 
nals on red. 

2:19 Changed Signals to green. 
5:00 Put signals in neutral and left 
the beach. 

(Each day we have several people 
who must be called in out of too deep 
water or on floats, but it happens so 
often that it is almost impossible to 
remember when and how many times a 
day we must go down to the water to 
call someone in.) 


August 28 Sunny 

10:00 Came to beach and set sig- 
nals on green. 

10:40 Went and put up the fourth 
sign about floats just a little north of 
Haystack. 

10:45 While I was working a little 
2-year-old girl was brought to me. She 
had been down on the rock for an hour 
all by herself. 11:40 her mother came 
looking for her and found her with me. 

2:09 Changed signals to red. 

5:00 Put signals in neutral & came 
home. 


1958 
Monday, June 30 
Red all day. No business. Buried a 
sea lion which we found 150 yards 
south of Elk Creek. Found it in the 
evening when leaving the beach. Size: 
5 1/2 feet, 250 pounds. 
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Monday, September I 

Season’s over! During month of 
August we averaged approximately 10 
people per day we called out of the 
water. Several days the flag was on red 
all day because of fog or rough water 
and bad undertow. 


1959 

Sunday June 14 

10:00 Red 

12:30 Green 

Got fixed buoy from Waggener’s. 
Put Keegan’s Fire sign back that some- 
one pulled up for prying car out of 
sand. 

Started carrying Resusitube as regu- 
lar equipment 

Called 2 men from Rock 

Called | float from surf 

Called 7 people from deep water. 


Saturday June 27 
10:00 Red 
11:45 Green 
2:30. Red 
4:55 Left beach 
Karen” Landers,” 12% ‘This girl 
drowned 1/4 mi. North of Brallier Rd. 
She fell off of Lady Rock. We worked 
better than an hour, but lost her. 


Tuesday, June 16 

Chevron - 12.2 gals, $4.35 

1 qt. oil, mileage 51464 

Called 2 ladies from deep water. 
One started to call to the other and 
stared a seal in the face. Both came in 
quickly. Seal about 5 ft. long. 


Monday, July 6 

Red all day 

During the night the surf moved the 
tower 50 yrds North & broke phone 
line. Both were back in place at 10:00. 
Elk Ck. Signal & WARNING were 
washed out. Warren Rd & Brallier Rd 


signals also washed out. High surf, rain 
all day. Didn’t put any signs up. 

1:00. left beach. 

Outfitted buoys with nylon lines 
now that the new life line is here. 


1960 

Saturday, August 27 

10:00 Came to work, water warm 
78 degrees 

12:45 Received notice that a boy 
and girl were in trouble between creek 
and tower. Went to their aid. Robert 
Barrett 20, was floating face down 
when we got to him, he was about 50- 
75 yrds out. We pulled him in and then 
went out after girl, Virginia Barrett, 
who, people said was outside the break- 
ers. After going out as far as we could 
and seeing no one, we were dragged 
back in. On our way back in the girl 
washed up a few blocks down from us. 
The man, the firemen were able to save 
but not the girl. 

4:45 Called out 9/M [men from 
ocean? 

5:00 Went home, bad day. 


1961 

Friday, July 7 

Got off work and were notified of 
girl lost in Ecola Park. Reported wear- 
ing shorts and turquoise sweat-shirt. 
Drove up to join search. Came back for 
supper 8:00 P.M. and went out again for 
another two hours. 


Saturday, July 8 

No sign of girl. Men still searching. 
Fear that she has been drowned or 
abducted. Search has been going on for 
24 hrs now. Coast Guard Helicopter 
called in. 


July 9 

Coast Guard, National Guard, Boy 
Scouts and other volunteers still look- 
ing. With as much evidence that has 
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come in, it is a good guess that she has 
drowned. Lots of people on Beach 
today. More than on the 4th. Fog bank 
hangs over the water but sun is still 
coming through. Mrs. Huffsmith leav- 
ing for Portland today. We’ ll have to go 
without coffee till August. 


July 10 
Searcher found girl alive, and unable 
to move, on hillside north of slide area. 


Helicopter coming to take her off. If 


they had not found her today, the search 
would have been cut off. 


1963 
June 7 

Your friendly Cannon Beach life- 
guards for 1963 are Al Litwiller and 
Paul Clement. 

Al will be a sophomore in the fall at 
the University of Oregon. He is major- 
ing in business. His home town is Cor- 
vallis, Oregon. 

Paul will be a third year graduate 
student at the University of Utah. He is 
working for his Ph.D. in psychology. 
His home town is Alderwood Manor, 
Wash. 


Thursday, June 27 

Windy & rainy today. Stayed in 
truck. No bathers today. 

Our faithful steed wouldn’t start this 
morning. Due to the skillful engineer- 
ing ability of Al and careful worrying 
of Paul, we gapped the plugs at .035 
instead of their .057 and reset the tim- 
ing and hurried to the beach so that Al 
could sleep while Paul studied. 


Saturday, June 29 

A truly “great” day - raining in the 
morning as usual and strong south 
winds with a black cloudy overhanging 
gloom in the afternoon. All sorts of 
stuff washed onto the beach last night. I 
think we are going to open a sawmill on 
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the beach, there are enough logs. 
Tomorrow we will probably add a new 
wing to our wind break with all the new 
logs and boards. 

Only a few die-hards on the beach. 


Monday, June 10 

Al & Paul, with the help of Tom 
Stratton, dragged the tower to the 
beach. The industrious lifeguards spent 
the rest of the day putting the tower 
together. Paul built a beautiful door for 
the tower in the afternoon. 

Al spent the afternoon rechanneling 
the creek by the main ramp. 


Tuesday. June 11 
Al & Paul put up three signals -- one 
north of Elk Creek, one just south of 
Elk Creek, & one in front of Haystack. 
Al hung the door on the tower. The 
tower has never looked so good. Al 
even built a shelf for it. 


Wednesday, June 12 

Al & Paul put up 3 more signals -- 
the leaning tower, Brallier road & War- 
ren Hotel. They also had to move 
Haystack’s signal which had been dam- 
aged by the pounding surf. 

The “leaning tower” is, no doubt, the 
highest signal ever to be seen at Cannon 
Beach. 

Paul made the tide schedule as fol- 
lows: add one hour to Astoria times for 
daylight time; subtract 50 minutes for 
Cannon Beach tides; red flag goes up 
30 minutes before high tide & stays up 
until 30 minutes after low tide; there- 
fore, for the Astoria tables based on 
Pacific Standard Time, subtract 20 
minutes from the “high” columns for 
the red signal and add 40 minutes to 
the low columns for the green signal. 
No matter what the tide situation, the 
red signals should be up when the surf 
is rough! 


mn 


Saturday. June 15 ; 

The boys did their usual fine job of 
lifeguarding. The west wall of the wind 
break was completed. 

After showering, shaving, and 
climbing into clean duds, Al & Paul 
were called to make their first heroic 
rescue of the season. Leaving a delec- 
table dinner behind, the two men of 
steel drove casually down the beach to 
Haystack. Taking along the appropriate 
equipment, they made their way 
through the raging surf to the big 
monolith. Although their line became 
fouled in the rocks, and someone on 
the beach began yanking on the line 
tied to the lifeguards, they were able to 
return safely to shore with LaVerne 
Bradley, 15, son of Mr. & Mrs. Logan 
Hammer, Camas Wash., and Mike 
Wright, 14 son of Mr. & Mrs. Darrell 
Wright, Camas, Wash. 

This daring rescue took place at 7:00 
P.M. 


Sunday, July 7 

No excitement during the day. 

At 9:30 P.M. Paul was sitting in his 
living room reading. He & Kathy 
[Paul’s future wife] saw McCoy come 
roaring down the ramp with his red 
light flashing. Paul ran to the beach. 
McCoy drove south & stopped about 
200 yds. north of Haystack. Two boys 
were missing in the surf. McCoy 
turned the truck around & headed back 
to town for the lifeguards, lifeline, & 
floats. Paul hopped into the truck & 
rode into town with McCoy. Al wasn’t 
at the station. Paul got the line & buoys 
out of the garage & met McCoy in the 
street. They raced back to the beach. 
When they got to the place the boys 
had entered the water, the boys were 
just coming out. They had gotten in by 
themselves & fortunately Paul didn’t 
have to get wet. 


Notes: 

Full names of many of the life- 
guards who kept these records were 
not available. 

Another Mac-ism, according to Al 
Litwiller, was having gaps in the floor 
boards of the tower to insure proper 
behavior of the occupants. 

Several Japanese lifeguards worked 
at Cannon Beach in the 1950s. 

My thanks for their help to Al Lit- 
willer, lifeguard in the 1900s, and John 
D. Rippey. current head lifeguard at 
Cannon Beach, also to Alexis Larsen of 
the Cannon Beach Historical Society. 


“Mac” McCoy 


Delno “Mac” McCoy was born 
May 24, 1908 in Hunt City, Illinois, 
the son of John O. and Nellie Omstead 
McCoy. He and his family moved to 
Canada for a few years, then to Sea- 
side where he attended school. In 
1935, he moved to Cannon Beach 
where he owned and operated a serv- 
ice station, a grocery store and four lit- 
tle cabins in the back. He was in 
charge of the ambulance service and 
search and rescue there. He was one of 
the founders of the Cannon Beach vol- 
unteer fire department and was fire 
chief for 20 years. He headed the life 
saving program for the Cannon Beach 
Commercial club, served as a deputy 
sheriff for Clatsop County and was the 
civil defense director for the South 
County. Mac died of a heart attack at 
the age of 60 on June 8, 1968. Surviv- 
ing was his wife, Mae (Hotchkiss) to 
whom he was married in 1933, and his 
parents. Mae died December 4, 1994. 
She had also spent many years work- 
ing for the town of Cannon Beach as 
city recorder and treasurer. 

—From the Daily Astorian 
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Beach Beauties of 1916 at Seaside 
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Photos taken at Seaside by Elmer Coe. These were recently scanned from 
glass plate negatives in the CCHS collection by volunteer Mark Rund. The 
collection includes a large number of photos of the Wauna area, Seaside, War- 
renton, Knappa, and Cannon Beach. Copies of these images are now ayail- 
able for purchase from the CCHS Archives. Can you identify these people? 
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“S-\. A Heroine’s Memorial 


Honoring the memory of Mrs. Earl Gray, aviatrix, drowned Labor Day, 1926, 
near Haystack Rock, Cannon Beach, when she turned into the sea to save the 
throng that surged over her beach landing place. 


Haystack Rock 





A dark shadow ‘midst the splendor of the azure sea and sky, 

A lofty tower of foam-flecked rock, with seagulls’ screaming cry. 
From the bosom of the Pacific it rises steep and tall. 

The wild waves dashing ‘gainst it in a rhythmic rise and fall. 


Shrouded in misty salt spray, like a mermaid’s silken hair, 
As if to hide the spirit that is ever present there; 
The spirit of a woman who dared to do and die, 
A loving wife and mother, a wayfarer of the sky. 


She was mistress of a bird-like ship that swept the autumn clouds, 

On that fateful morn she saw below - the beach, the scattered crowds: 
Just one breathless, doubting moment - then a sudden, dizzy fall 

And with her life she paid the price of safety for them all. 


On its craggy brow no statue rears aloft imposing frame; 

No gilded letters mark the place where Death’s swift summons came. 
But the gulls that circle near, perhaps, pay tribute with their cries 

To one who, like they, sought beauty and freedom in the skies. 


Madeline Bowman, Spokane. 
—Sunday Journal, September 1931. 


The poem and its introduction were found in a scrapbook in the CCHS 
Archives. On the next page are excerpts from the Astoria Evening Budget from 
Tuesday, September 7, 1926 with more of the story. 
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From the Astoria Evening Budget of Tuesday, September 7, 1926. 





Mo 
yr 


WRECKED PLANE DRAGGED 
ASHORE: NO TRACE FOUND OF BODY 
OF MRS. E. GRAY 


The mass of tangled wreckage which 
was the airplane in which Mrs. Earl 
Gray plunged to her death in the break- 
ers near Haystack Rock at Cannon 
Beach Monday was dragged ashore this 
morning, but did not contain the body of 
the dead aviatrix, or any sign of her. 

Searchers this morning succeeded in 
getting a rope on the shattered fuselage 
of the plane, where it lay impaled on a 
reef south of Haystack Rock. It was 
dragged up on the beach and examined 
minutely. There was nothing to indicate 
that Mrs. Gray had remained in the cock- 
pit of the plane after it struck the water. 

The patrol which is being kept on the 
beach constantly this morning found a 
blanket washed up on the beach. It has 
been identified as one which Mrs. Gray 
had with her in the plane... 

The men of this party showed bril- 
liant daring and splendid courage in 
their fight with the surf for a dead 
woman’s body... The rescue party, how- 
ever, included the following: Lot P. 
Keeler and his son Lyle P. Keeler, sum- 
mer residents at Cannon Beach; Charles 
Cole, W.W. Donaldson, Seaside life 
guards; William Hibbard and A.W. Lar- 
son together with about four others. 

These men braved the surf creaming 
among the black, slippery rocks of the 
reef leading out to the two main rocks 
between which the fuselage of the plane 
had landed. The rocks of the reef were 
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slimy and treacherous and the water 
between them was deep and raging with 
the surf. 

...The litthe group stayed on their 
precarious perch for hours. After the 
tide had started to flood and darkness 
began to come down they abandoned 
their efforts and made their way back 
over the reef to the shore. They emerged 
with bodies purpled by the cold and 


with hands and knees bleeding from 
contact with the sharp rocks... 
Earl Gray, husband of the dead 


woman and leader of the orchestra at the 
Trail’s End dance pavilion, is also 
owner of the two airplanes which have 
been carrying passengers for hire at 
Seaside this summer. Dick Rankin, 
pilot, has been in immediate charge of 
the planes. 

Mrs. Gray has flown for years with 
her husband who is also a pilot. It was 
only about a fortnight ago, however, 
that she first undertook to “major”, 
piloting the machine alone. Her hus- 
band was delighted with the ability she 
displayed. 

Since that time she has frequently 
taken one of the planes alone for a solo 
flight. She had a slight accident at 
Gearhart a short time ago. When she 
did not return from a flight northward, 
Mr. Gray took the other plane and 
found her at Gearhart. In landing she 
had swung the plane about too sharply 
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and the tires had been torn off the 
wheels. 

Monday morning it was decided to 
take one of the planes to Cannon 
Beach, where Pilot Rankin was to oper- 
ate it for hire. Mrs. Gray asked permis- 
sion to fly it over. Rankin drove to Can- 
non Beach by automobile in order that 
she might have a car in which to return 
to Seaside. 

In preparing the plane for the flight 
only eight gallons of gasoline were put 
in the plane in order to keep it as light 
as possible as Mrs. Gray had to fly it up 
to a considerable elevation in crossing 
Tillamook Head. 

After taking off at Seaside, Mrs. 
Gray flew the plane for about 40 min- 
utes over the city before starting over 
Tillamook Head for Cannon Beach. 
Thus she had exhausted a large propor- 
tion of her fuel before leaving Seaside. 

Mrs. Gray expected to land her 
plane on the beach near the mouth of 
Elk Creek, this place having been cho- 
sen as the headquarters for the machine. 
The story of the wreck is told in the 
words of one of the eye-witnesses of 
that tragedy. He said: 

My wife and I were walking 
close along the surf and just north of 
Haystack Rock. We saw the plane 
from the time it came over the Head, 
and watched it all of the time. It cir- 
cled twice over the beach, its pilot 
evidently looking for a place to 
light. As it flew my wife remarked, 
“Td like to be flying up there.” 


Flying at a height of not over 400 
feet, the plane swung out over the 
surf again. Our eyes were on it all of 
the time. Both of us distinctly heard 
the engine stop and I said: “It’s com- 
ing down.” 


The plane did not fall. It glided 
down. The pilot saw the danger and 
swung the plane sharply toward 
shore. By this time it had lost alti- 
tude and was close to the water, and 
gliding down all the time. The plane 
heeled over as it swung about 
toward the beach. The lower wing 
went down. A big breaker caught it 
and the entire plane rolled over into 
the water. 


The machine struck about 200 
yards north of Haystack Rock. The 
tail stuck up out of the water for 
probably 30 minutes. It wasn’t visi- 
ble all the time but could be seen 
plainly as the surf rolled it back and 
forth. 


We thought we could see some- 
one clinging to the tail, and then 
thought we could see two persons, 
but now that I think of it Iam not sure 
if we saw anyone at all. It may have 
been only pieces of torn fabric... 


Word of the accident was flashed to 
Seaside and Mr. Gray flew over to 
Cannon Beach immediately. His plane 
and that of [James] Burkhart circled 
above the surf for some time... 

Mr. Gray was beside himself. 
Although unable to swim, he rushed 
into the surf with all his clothes on 
immediately after landing from his 
plane. He pushed far out into the 
breakers, beyond the safety point even 
for a good swimmer, and was brought 
back to the beach by his friends only 
with extreme difficulty. 

Mrs. Dorothy Gray was about 26 
years of age... She is survived by her 
husband and a Step-son, Jack Gray, 
aged 5. 
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Earl H. Gray, husband of Dorothy Gray, who died when the plane 
she was piloting crashed into the surf near Haystack Rock in 
September 1926. Earl is shown when he climbed Hay Stack Rock 
(date not given). He was leader of the Trail’s End Dance Pavilion 
Orchestra. 
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Cannon Beach on a summer day, ca. 1965. The view from the lifeguard tc 
from Silver Point in the south to Chapman Point in the north. Compare this p 
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at its present location across from Haystack Rock takes in most of the surf 
eraph with the map on page 17. Oregon State Highway Photo #6850 
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Vacationing at Tolovana Park 





Glory Be 
Excerpts from the Guest Book 


Edited by Bruce Berney 


Glory Be is a simple beach cottage 
on S. Pacific Street in the Tolovana 
Park neighborhood of Cannon Beach, 
Oregon. Robertson and Helen Cook, 


active members of Eighth Church of 


Christ Scientist in Portland, built it in 
1938, not only for their own enjoyment, 
but also as a retreat for their friends and 
fellow church members, especially high 
school age youth. Many were to return 
year after year. In reading the entire 
volume, one becomes familiar with cer- 
tain names. Personalities begin to shine 
through. I have selected a small fraction 
of the notes which were written on 
about 200 pages. At first, Helen seem- 
ingly was on hand to cook for the 
guests, hence the references to the “per- 
fectly scrumptuous food.” Later, she 
would mail a key to a guest who would, 
in the guest book, thank the Cooks pro- 
fusely for making Glory Be available. 


The first page in the book is a list of 
instructions, including “At the end of 


your visit please shut off the electricity 
on the water heater.” 


Glory Be has always been a “bring- 
your-own-linen-and-clean-up-betore- 
you-leave” place. Entries in the book 
often give both the beginning and end- 
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ing dates of the stay; I have shown just 
the last date, as I enjoy the thought that 
the scribe of the outfit volunteered to 
write in the guest book instead of clean- 
ing the house! I’m speaking from expe- 
rience. 


“GLORY BE” 
Welcomes you as its honored guest. 
May your stay be peaceful and happy 
and may you return many times to 
rest, study and to play. 


Please write your name and address in 
this little guest book and tell us how 
you enjoyed your visit. 


Helen M. Cook 
Margaret Cook Otto 
Robertson Cook, Jr. 

Robertson Cook 

Portland, Oregon 


Glory be to the Father, the Son, and 
the Holy Ghost. The Doxology 


The War Years 
July 4, 1939. Emma Fralick, Claire 
S. Fralick, Katherine Ann Fralick, 
Claire Margaret Fralick, Robertson 
Cook Jr. Thanks to “Glory Be” for 
two happy days. [First entry in book. | 
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August 8, 1939. Many thanks to the 
Cook family for a most restful and 
enjoyable stay. Ethel V. Loeb, Alfred 
Loeb Jr., Betty Loeb, Alf A.Loeb, Anna 
Rae 


August 27, 1939. Monitor Study 
Group. We certainly are a fortunate 
group of people to have you all take 
such an interest in us The “Glory Be” 
certainly lives up to its name and does 
honor to you. Thank you from the bot- 
tom of my heart for this perfect week- 
end and all of the other grand times. 
Lovingly, Marylou 


[Same date] Thanks a million for 
the vacation of a lifetime. Your “Glory 
Be’ sure is a wonderful place. Sincere- 
ly, Kenneth Keyser. 

[You'll see the name of this sweet 
boy with beautiful penmanship several 
times in these selections. | 


September 1, 1939. Thanks for a 
wonderful time at “Glory Be.” The sun 
didn’t shine much but the moon was 
glorious and we were cozy and warm in 
the cottage. You don’t mind the weath- 
er when you sit in the window and 
watch the ocean. Thanks again. Mar- 
garet Cook Otto. [Now the neighbors’ 
trees are so big, the ocean is hidden. } 


October 16, 1940. More than four 
and a half perfect days at the beach. 
Rain, sunshine, moonlight, high fog 
and everything! Harry and Rob left 
Mon. at 8 a.m. Helen and I stayed until 
Wed. afternoon. When Harry and I 
returned to our car at Ecola Park about 
six, there were twelve elk feeding 
about 100 feet from it. They raised 
their heads to look us over and then 
went right on feeding not the least 
frightened. Eunice M. Hill 


April Il, 1941, Spring vacation. 
“How can I ever thank you for the won- 
derful vacation. This is my 4th time 
down here and it was 4 times better 
than the first. All the thrilling experi- 
ences and good times I shall always 
remember. Good Bye “Glory Be” until 
next time. Kenny Keyser 


July 13, 1941. I shall always be 
tremendously grateful for the privilege 
of knowing all these kids and I sincere- 
ly hope they can say the same about 
me... This morning couldn’t have been 
more perfect. We have just gotten back 
from driving on the beach in Dick’s 
convertible. I don’t know if I want a 
place at the beach or a convertible 
worse. Jerry Wilson 


August 14, 1941. [Brief notes by 
Astorians, Fannie Marie Holmes, Elsie 
Mart, and Mathile Holder. The 1942 
Astoria city directory lists Elsie Mart as 
a telephone operator. | 


November 9, 1941. Oh Glop[?]! 
What a wonderful time we’ ve had even 
though my shorts are still drying on the 
stove. Just think! We went in the ocean 
in November. Oh my heavens! How 
am I going to be able to write when 
everybody’s singing in my ear. Judy 
Gerlach 


April 4, 1942. Mr. and Mrs. Cook, 
I want to thank you for myself and for 
all the other kids that you have taken 
into your home and your hearts. ...you 
have taken me into your home and 
treated me just like your own son... 
Jerry Wilson 


Easter Sunday, 1942. ...It’s so 
peaceful here. it don’t seem like there’s 
a war going on... the closest we’ve 
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come to war is Jerry [Wilson] looking 
for submarines, but can’t see any...” 
Bob Larimer 


April 6, 1942. “...went to Ecola Park 
and talked to the soldiers on guard there, 
and had Easter eggs.” Judy Gerlach 

June 8, 1942. |[Mr. and Mrs. Robert- 
son Cook, Jr. spent their honeymoon at 
Glory Be.] 


August 20, 1942: 

There’s the quilting bee for quilters, 
The honey bee for sweetness, 

The sewing bee for stitchers, 
And the husking bee. 

But when you’re tired and need a rest 
Try “Glory Be” up in the crow’s 

nest. 


Mrs. Albert A. Gerlach, Portland 


[“The crow’s nest”, “the lookout”, 
and “the tower” probably refer to an 
old-growth stump about eight feet high 
left by early loggers. It is still there, but 
now rotting away in the shade of big 
trees. | 


September 20, 1942. The dahlias 
were in full bloom and were lovely to 
look down on from the south window 
and also made a lovely welcome when 
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we arrived. We enjoyed the porch so on 
the hot days. Robert and Margaret 
Otto 


October 6, 1942. My fourth trip to 
good old “Glory Be” and my fourth trip 
of paradise. Everything has been per- 
fectly scrumptuous and I certainly hate 
the idea of leaving and going back to 
school. The thought of war and every- 
thing concerning it is something pas- 
sive and forgotten while staying here 
and that’s something to be thankful 
for... Betty Mac [Donald] 


October 6, 1942. Dear “Glory Be” 
& props: Once again I thank you for a 
wonderful visit, a visit which will be 
my last for a while. I want both of you 
to always understand how much | 
appreciate what you have done for me 
and all the other kids. Thanks again. 

Lovingly, Kenny Keyser, U.S.N.R. 


[Between the above and below, there 
are only eleven entries. This could be 
because gasoline and tires were 
rationed. Fewer people were vacation- 
ing on the coast. 


October 2. 1943. Saw the Coast 


Guardsmen three times. They only 
patrol at night now. Work in pairs with 
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a dog. Have their receiving and broad- 
casting sets strapped to their backs. 
Maude Hill 


August 11, 1945. [poem by Annette 
Martha Carson, age 8, Portland] 


Many houses by the sea, 
None as nice as “Glory Be.” 

It’s big enough for us all to stay; 
Plenty of room for children to play. 


The tower is nice if it’s a warm day, 
And up there too, it’s nice to play; 
From there you can look at the sea, 
And on the sand too, it’s a nice place 
to be. 


I enjoyed my vacation well, 

And it’s a story that’s too long to tell; 
If you want to rest in comfort by the 
sea, 

There is no place as nice as “Glory 
Be.” 


1945-1948 
September 17, 1945. [Signed by] 
M.O. Jackson, Orah Jackson, Peach 
Pickering, Catherine Stephenson, Lot- 
tie Wood, Peggy J. Pickering, Stuart 
Denham, and Betty J. Cook 


For a little respite from our daily work, 
And a few happy hours by the sea, 
We gratefully thank the friendly Cooks 

For the shelter of “Glory Be.” 


In the months ahead when cold rains 
come, 

We'll oft think longingly 
Of the cheery warmth of those happy 
hours 

We spent in the “Glory Be.” 


September 24, 1945. 


“Glory Be” is surely no misnomer. 
They say in the Canal Zone that when 
one has once drunk of the waters of the 
Chagres River they are sure to return 
(or at least desire to) and I am sure that 
one visit to “Glory Be” only serves to 
create a desire to return to this hos- 
pitable retreat. Ora Fisher 


August 2, 1946. Can you ever know 
what these weeks have meant to me? 

It can best be expressed by a quota- 
tion from Mary Baker Eddy: The heav- 
ing surf of life’s troubled sea foams 
itself away, and underneath is a deep 
settled calm. Alice J. Bertine 


September 7, 1946. We’ve had a 
marvelous time in spite of only one day 
of sunshine. Here it is time to leave, 
and I’ve just begun to get wise to that 
‘booby trap’ of a faucet in the bath- 
room! Oh well, what’s an unexpected 
shower once in a while? [Then she tells 
of Penny’s fun exploring new smells 
and chasing snipes.] Carolyn Murfree 
and [dog] Penny 


April 13, 1947. It’s been quite a few 
years, Glory Be, since we were last 
here, but you haven’t changed a bit. The 
world ought to have more places like 
you where folks can thoroughly enjoy 
thinking and forget the cares of the day. 
Hope to see you again soon. Kenny 
and Bette Keyser 


June 27, 1947. Poem signed by 
Opal, Charles, Jane, Paul, Alice, and 
David Mackey: 


Said the wild wave to the Peaceful 
shore tell me, oh I pray, 

Where is the nicest and restful 
house that I might find today? 
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Said the peaceful shore in quick 

reply to the guest of the roaring sea, 
Up the road and around the bend 

You will find it, “Lovely Glory Be”. 


Many visitors have crossed its door 
and all have found within 
A welcome room that seems to say, 
“Oh do come right on in!” 
They stay their stay and when 
the time of leaving soon draws nigh, 
With great regret they turn and say 
to “Glory Be” Goodbye!! 


Julio 13, 1947. Querida ‘Glory Be’, 
Muchas gracias por una noche y un dia 
de paz, y jugarito. Mi corazon esta’ 
llena de gratidad por su “Canon de Ale- 
grasim’, su punta de mirar, y su en gen- 
eralidad. El climato era perfecto, el mar 
era caloreto y bellemente. Mi espanol 
no es muy buen, per los palabras estan 
contorado. Adios y gracias, Senorita 
Carolina Murfree. 


June 17, 1948. Spent a happy hour 
in the Lookout with the birds from 9 to 
10. A hummingbird, two cedar wax 
wings and finally a purple finch all 


came and perched within four feet of 


where I was sitting. Three purple finch 
on the [?] at one time, all singing. 
Chestnutback chickadees, gold finches, 
russetback thrushes, young red wing 
blackbirds, and a chipmunk came close 
by. Harry and Maude Hill. 


July 25, 1948. Everything about 
“Glory Be” was tops. The downstairs 
bed was better than home. We caught 
clams and crabs on your beach; we 
absorbed your warm sunshine; we read 
with delight your “Geographics” of 20 
years ago; we played cards until mid- 
night and we did some serious study- 


ing.” Florence & Ed Culp [Edwin D. 
Culp is the author of: Oregon the Way It 
Was, Caxton, 1981, Yesterday in Ore- 
gon, Caxton, 1990: and Stations West: 
The Story of the Oregon Railways, 
Caxton, 1972, all available at Astoria 
Public Library. | 


August 28, 1948. This is the first 
time I have written in your book. My 
mom and pop brought me down here 
for the first time. And I sure liked it. 
The weather was pretty damp and Mom 
and Pop wouldn't let me go out very 
much. Maybe | am a little young yet. 
You see I am only 10 months old, but 
next year I will come again. Then I 
won't eat sand. Kaye (Casey) Jones 


September 4, 1948. Today we saw 
the highest tide ever occurring in the 
summer. The childrens’ shoes were nes- 
tled snugly under a log a few feet below 
the road and a huge breaker came in. 
We all made a dash for the shoes and 
dry land, but one shoe could not be 
found. So a whale or sea lion may be 
wearing one shoe tonight. We will 
always remember “Glory Be” and the 
unusually high tide which took our 
shoe. Kathleen Marsh, Robert Marsh, 
M/M H.D. Marsh 


September 18, 1948. Again we will 
say “Thank you Mr. and Mrs. Cook” for 
our wonderful stay at “Glory Be’ Car- 
olyn says “Thank you, too.” The clothes 
drier [a wooden frame to set by the 
stove] came in mighty handy. We had 
lots of fun, a good rest and all in all it 
made our vacation a perfect one. Lov- 
ingly, Kenny, Bette & Carolyn Keyser 


[The undated dedication below was 
found just following Kenny & Bette 
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Keyser’s note of September 18, 1948, 
which may well be the tenth anniver- 
sary observance. | 


To All Who Enjoy “Glory Be”: 
(Its Owners and Guests) 

What can be more pleasure in this 
world than to accomplish something 
that will make others happy? 

When one looks back at the big 
things he has done that a few enjoyed, 
how small and insignificant they seem 
when just the building of a house, a 
very comfortable house, produced like 
the nest of a bird, brings forth song, 
cheer, and happiness for all who may, to 
enjoy long after the builder has passed 
on life’s way. 

Joy and best wishes always, Dan 

“Glory Be” built July, Aug. Sept. 
1938 

D. L. Nauman, Builder, and Tread- 
way Kent Charles, Assistant. 


[Treadway’s mother was Betty Kent 
Charles, Helen Cook’s sister. Betty 
owned the Charles Hotel in Cannon 
Beach in 1940. Her older son, Edmund 
Charles, worked for a grocery in Can- 
non Beach and delivered groceries 
twice a week. Everett Charles was 
Betty’s first husband and father of their 
three children. } 


1949-1957 
September 28, 1949. ...If any spice 
was needed, a forest fire which threat- 
ened the community and brought 
screaming headlines to the Portland 
papers added just the needed excite- 
ment to round out an enjoyable visit. 

Don & Margaret Farmer 


September 5, 1950. Spiritual happi- 
ness is born of Truth and Love. and 
needs the whole world to share it. 


(Mary Baker Eddy) We know that is the 
reason we are all so drawn to “Glory 
Be!” Dewey & Gentry Yates. 


[July 1951. A nice sketch of Glory 
Be, by Ann Murfree lacks the front 
dormer. See page 26.] 


June 30, 1952. Evalyn Thompson’s 
poem: 


I had five days at Glory Be. 

It wasn’t what it awt ta be. 

I brought three kids along with me. 
There is no use as I can see; 

Next time I'll see that I am free 
And leave ‘em home, Oh Glory Be! 


[The kids’ grandmother, Cynthia A. 
Young, explains that it rained three 
days and was sunny two days. Her 
poem: ] 


My first time to Glory Be 
Was everything it ought to be. 
The sea, the sand upon the shore, 
With three precious Grand kiddies. 
Who could ask for more? 


October 15, 1952. Daniel and I 
arrived at 11:30. The boys worked all 
day. New drain in the sink. Fixed the 
porch and steps. I called on Ethel Hale 
and Helen came for me and we sat on 
the bench and watched a lovely sunset. 
Then called on the Matthews and I 
played the organ. 

Great fun! Came home. Had fine 
dinner ham, baked potatoes, rolls and 
apple pie with whipped cream. Played 
canasta. Rob and Dan beat Helen and 
me. Such a nice day Wednesday. Took 
Helen for a ride. Called on Edith 
Densmore and drove on new highway 
to Arcadia. Betty Charles Nauman 
[Treadway Charles, her son, and D.L. 
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Nauman are listed above as the builders 
of the house in 1938. This explains why 
the boys spent all day on maintenance 
projects. | 


October 22, 1952. [About this time, 
owner Helen Cook begins to use the 
guest book as the journal of her and 
Bob’s visits. On this date, she ends 
with:] “Good bye dear Glory Be. You 
are truly beautiful.” 


May 17, 1953. We came by Astoria 
and had a delicious crab cocktail. Steve 
Otto 


August 26, 1953. Our friends in 
California wondered why we would 
want to spend these too few days at an 
Oregon beach. They don’t know that 
this is so much nicer for vacationing 
than any California beach... 
Jean Furlong 


March 10, 1954. Snow on the 
ground [in Portland] so did not know 
what to do but finally decided to go 
anyway. Left at 10:30, ate at Forest 
Grove. After we left there, we went 
into rain, sunshine and snow. 

After Elsie, we got into a beautiful 
snowstorm & it kept up until Cannon 
Beach Junction. Got here at 1:30... 
Helen Cook 


May 11, 1954. Mr. Griffith chopped 
down a tree by the lane and now we can 
see the ocean so much better. Helen Cook 


August 13, 1955. ...On Wednesday 
John and I went salmon fishing on the 
Marigold out of Warrenton. I caught a 
38 lb. Chinook salmon, which is more 
fish than I have ever caught before. It 
made up into 51 cans. It was a real thrill. 
Dr. and Mrs. T. O. {last name illegible] 


Dorothy 


August 17, 1957. ...I’m sure sad that 
Glory Be is up for sale, because I have 
had a lot of fun here, and I would like 
many more of the same. Linda Opden- 
weyer, 15 years 


New Owners 

{Lauri and Esther Pernu, husband 
and wife mink farmers in the Lewis and 
Clark River area south of Astoria, 
bought Glory Be in 1961. They had the 
upstairs finished, installed electric wall 
heaters and the brick hearth for the new 
Franklin stove, and made many other 
improvements, yet retaining the old 
beach cabin atmosphere. They contin- 
ued to rent to friends, including Cooks’ 
friends, so that even now, some repre- 
sent third and fourth generations of 
guests. Ironically, Lauri was so tied to 
the farm, he never spent a night here, 
although he enjoyed relaxing on the 
sofa with the newspaper while Esther 
cooked dinner. | 


July 30, 1972. Thanks to the new 
owners of “Old Glory Be” (now much 
renovized & wonderful). Doesn't seem 
possible that our first trip was in July 
1942. Still a glorious place to spend a 
few days each year I hate to go home. 
Names of many old friends in this 
priceless book. Ken Murfree, Portland 


May 25, 1981. Many thanks for 
being so generous with the Glory Be, 
Mom. Last time we were here was right 
after Coopers, and Jenny was with us. It 
seems impossible she will never be here 
again. [Their eight year old daughter had 
recently died of leukemia.] Being near 
the ocean was a healing, cleansing expe- 
rience. We feel more at peace and hope 
to come often this summer. The other 
children and Sparky [dog] love it here... 
Judy Pernu Swanson 
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“Glory Be’, a cottage on Pacific Street in Tolovana Park, in South Cannon 
Beach was the vacation residence for many families since it was built in 1938. 
Compare this photograph with the drawing on page 26. A large dormer was added 


on after the drawing was made. 
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July 5, 1981. Three wonderful days 
here with our daughters Elizabeth & 
Adrienne, [and] Bruce and Kristina 
Pernu Berney, their daughter Laura and 


son Mark, and our mother Vera Gault [of 


Astoria]. We are vacationing here from 
Radford, Virginia, and so we have come 
almost from the Atlantic coast clear to 
the very shores of the Pacific. The chil- 
dren have played hard, and I have read 
and slept. This is exactly what a vacation 
should be. Donald & Isabel Berney 


14 syyskuuto 1986. Tehannet kiitok- 
set naisti miellyttavisti: vuorokausisti, 
jatka saimme viettoo taal “Glory 
Be’ssa.” Kerttu ja Pentti Suomesta 


November 3, 1986. Once again we 
have found rest and a much needed 
“timeout” here at “Glory Be”. Celebrat- 
ed our 7th [wedding] anniversary here 
Saturday! I have enjoyed reading 
through this log. I found an entry Sept. 
18, 1948 by the Keyser family which 
amused me as I was one day old on that 
entry date. The contributions of various 
young artists of decades ago depict 
“Glory Be” not different from its 
appearance today; in these times which 
require so much change, it is reassuring 
to visit a place which remains 
unchanged. Michael Karna {an Astoria 
contractor with his beautician 
Belle Karna| 


wife 


eo 


To join CCHS and receive 
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Hammond sisters to the rescue 





Betty and the Pilly 


By Lois R. Bowen 


It was spring and the numerous 
frogs that lived in the drainage ditches 
that criss-crossed the boggy land 
where the little town of Hammond had 
grown up, were announcing their 
amorous intentions at the tops of their 
lungs. The yellow skunk cabbage blos- 
soms that brightened the landscape had 
emerged and cattails were pushing 
their way up from the swampy soil. 
Nature was proceeding on schedule 
and happily, but in the kitchen of the 
tall brown house a tempest was brew- 
ing. There were three of us ages four, 
seven, and nine. I was the oldest. 

The kitchen was a large square 
room, heated by a wood burning stove. 
It was papered in a non-descript paper 
that had once been bright yellow, but 
after years of cooking, wood fires, and 
summer sun, it had faded to a dismal 
tan. In the corner, was a tin bathtub 
built into a box with a lid so it could be 
used for extra seating. There was a 
round oak table and five straight chairs, 
a seat for each member of our family. 
Four of the chairs matched the table 
and were sturdy and stable, but one had 
a woven cane seat and one leg that was 
just short enough to make the chair 
wobbly. Naturally, my sister Betty and 


I fought over who had to sit in the chair 


that we had named “Tippy.” We also 
possessed only one knife that would cut 


anything so we also vied for possession 
of “Sharpy.” My mother solved the 
problem by making us take turns. The 
kid sitting in Tippy never had posses- 
sion of Sharpy as we might stab our- 
selves if we got Tippy out of balance 
and dumped ourselves to the floor, 
which happened occasionally. I am 
sure there was little danger as I doubt 
Sharpy was much of a tool. The 
youngest child, Dorothy, always got a 
good chair, the biggest piece, and two 
turns to our one, after all she was the 
baby and entitled to special privileges. 

On this occasion, the controversy 
we were involved in concerned my par- 
ents’ distress over what they perceived 
to be Betty’s poor health. She was small 
for her age and thin, but I don’t remem- 
ber her being sick as often as I, who had 
frequent bouts of tonsillitis, or Dorothy, 
who had ear aches and leg aches. They 
were determined to fatten Betty up so 
they had purchased some kind of a 
tonic in pill form. Now Betty sat jaws 
tightly clenched and refused to make 
any attempt to swallow the pills. Our 
mother had tried bribery, pleading, and 
Was now resorting to threats. Dorothy 
and I had both been pleading with her, 
please, take the pills, but she continued 
to sit there, jaws tightly clenched. Our 
mother got up, and said “I am going to 
go get a switch, and she went out the 
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back door. Dorothy and I were in a 
panic, but I don’t think Betty was very 
frightened. Corporal punishment was 
pretty near non-existent in our house. | 
kept pleading: “Please, please, take the 
pills.” Now I could hear our mother 
returning. I had to save Betty. I grabbed 
the pills and swallowed them in one 
gulp, no water to wash them down, but 





this was an emergency. Mother had 
been watching us through the window. 
She didn’t have a switch. She had 
decided that getting Betty to take pills 
wasn’t worth the hassle. The battle was 
over. Betty won. 

Now we are all three in our eighties 
and in good health, I guess Betty was 
right. She didn’t need any pills. 


ay] fo Asajanoy 


4oymny 





Lois, Betty and Dorothy Reisdorf 
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The widow of a veteran of the War of 1812 makes her home in Astoria 


Sarah Kalloch and the Snows 


By Marilyn Sherer Morrison 


Editor’s Note: Every year, people 
contact CCHS seeking information 
about their relatives who lived here. 
They, in turn, tell us what they already 
know. Some people are kind enough to 
put this material all together and share 
it with us as author Marilyn Morrison 
has done. 

See the note at end of this story on 
variations of the spelling of 
Kalloch/Kelloch . 


She must have been a remarkable 
woman. On September 13, 1884, Sarah 
Phinney Kalloch applied as a war vet- 
eran’s widow for bounty land in Clat- 
sop County, Oregon. She was living 
then with her daughter and son-in-law, 
Eliza and Captain Henry Snow of 
Astoria — 93 years and a continent 
removed from the time and place of her 
birth. 

Sarah H. Phinney, also known as 
Sally, was born June 4, 1791, in the 
seaport town of East Machias, Maine. 
Eleven months later on the faraway 
northwest coast, Captain Robert Gray 
sailed the Columbia Rediviva past the 
future site of Astoria and named the 
legendary “river of the west” for his 
ship. Sarah would make her home 
there some 80 years later. 

We know almost nothing of Sarah’s 
origins. It was written that her parents 
were both born in Maine, but their 


names were not given. From review of 





settlement dates in the Machias area, 
Sarah’s parents or grandparents may 
have been among the first permanent 
settlers in easternmost Maine. One of 
Sarah’s sons was named Josiah. A Josi- 
ah Phinny was counted at Machias as 
head of household in the 1790 Census, 
the year before she was born. Perhaps 
this was her family. As yet, we do not 
know. More is known about the family 
into which she married. 


Hanse Kalloch 

Sarah married Hanse Robinson 
Kalloch on June 7, 1814, in Thomas- 
ton, Maine. Approximately 15 years 
her senior, he was born August 16, 
1776 or 1778, in St. George, Maine. 
How Sarah and Hanse met is unknown. 
Travel between St. George and Mach- 
ias to the northeast would generally 
have been by water, a sailing distance 
of more than 70 miles. 

Hanse, the son of a Revolutionary 
War veteran, was then serving in the 
militia as a coast guardsman. The War 
of 1812 was in its last full year. It is 
doubtful that Sarah and Hanse were 
aware of Astoria or that it had been 
peacefully occupied by the British the 
year before. Their focus on the British 
would have been closer to home. 

Sarah’s father-in-law was Matthew 
Kalloch, born in 1737, the son of 
Scotch-Irish immigrant parents Finley 
and Mary (Young) Kelloch. The Finley 
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Kellochs were 1735 pioneer settlers of 
St. George’s, Maine. The Kelloch 
homestead was in what is now the 
town of Warren. Maine was then part 
of the Massachusetts Bay Colony. 

Finley Kelloch, sometimes shown 
as Phinley, served with colonial New 
England forces during “King George’s 
War” and took part in the 1745 capture 
and garrisoning of the great French 
fortress at Louisbourg, Cape Breton 
Island. He and other  settler-soldiers 
who could not leave their families 
behind, unprotected and unprovided 
for in a howling wilderness, took them 
along. Thus eight-year-old Matthew, 
encamped with his family outside the 
fortress, was present at the siege and 
fall of Louisbourg. 

It was another three years before a 
peace treaty was signed between Eng- 
land and France. During that time, 
French-incited Indian depredations 
laid waste the settlement at St. 
George’s, driving the settlers in to live 
at the fort and blockhouse. Their log 
homes, grist and saw mills and crops in 
the field were plundered and destroyed 
and their livestock killed or driven off. 
Not until 1749 could the Kellochs and 
their neighbors safely leave their gar- 
risoned refuges to rebuild and replant. 

The peace did not endure. The Indi- 
an threat was never entirely absent 
until well after the French defeat at 
Quebec in 1759. Between 1744 and 
1758, at least 26 settlers, soldiers and 
others were killed by Indians at St. 
George’s. Still others were captured 
and carried off to Canada. 

It was necessary for the colonists to 
provide for their own defense. Colony 
records from 1755 tell us that in that 
year “... a company of rangers scout- 
ing to the eastward [of St. George's] 
was this year kept in pay from June 


Cumtux — Vol. 23, No. 3 — Summer 2003 


19th to Nov. 20th...” Entered on the 
muster roll was the name of 18-year- 
old Matthew Kelloch, “Centinel” [sic]. 
It was a duty to which he was probably 
accustomed; until at least 1760, males 
“able to bear arms” were regularly 
mustered to serve in the ranger units. 

Finley Kelloch’s final resting place 
is in the Old Settlers Cemetery, War- 
ren, Maine. We do not know just when 
he died, but an author’s reference to a 
dated church donation indicates that he 
lived at least until “... approaching the 
age of eighty-five...” His wife Mary 
died at 95 in 1795. 

Matthew Kalloch married Mary 
Robinson in 1758 and served during the 
American Revolution as both a foot sol- 
dier of the Massachusetts Line and a 
sailor (possibly a marine) in the Conti- 
nental Navy. His naval service included 
duty on the 24-gun US frigate Boston 
under Captain Samuel Tucker. Readers 
familiar with David McCullough’s book 
John Adams may recall that Adams and 
his son John Quincy sailed to France in 
the winter of 1778 on the Boston. 

A respected local historian of the 
1800s tells us it was recorded that in 
1784, returned from the war, “Matthew 
Kalloch, during the season of cherries 
and blackberries... shot 14 bears, young 
and old, without going out of his way.” 

As with Daniel Boone, bear killing 
prowess in hardscrabble Maine brought 
no more wealth than in frontier Ken- 
tucky. When in April 1818 Matthew 
applied for a pension for his war serv- 
ice, his listed assets were two cows, an 
ox, one plough [sic] and chain, six 
chairs, one chest and one pine table, 
“necessary clothing and bedding 
excepted.” In applying, he cited inabil- 
ity to pursue his farming occupation 
any longer by reason of old age. The 
pursuit had been long and well run, 
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however; when he died six years later, 
he was 87 (by some accounts, 90 or 92). 

We have no physical description or 
photograph of Sarah Kalloch, but know 
of husband Hanse from his military 
record that he had blue eyes, light hair, 
a fair complexion and stood 5 feet 9 
inches tall (tallish stature for those days). 

During the War of 1812, Hanse 
served as an enrolled volunteer in the 
Massachusetts Militia, Captain Ken- 
ney’s company, St. George, Maine. 
Called out with his company several 
times to defend against threatened 
British landings and attack by ships of 
war and privateer raiders, Private 
Hanse Kalloch’s most memorable and 
rewarding service came in the last two 
months of the war. 

On December 1, 1814, Hanse sailed 
as a crew member on the armed 
schooner Fame, newly fitted out as a 
privateer. The objective was intercep- 
tion of vessels supplying Castine, 
Maine, from Halifax, Nova Scotia. 
Castine had been captured by the 
British in September. 

In a heavy snowstorm off Mount 
Desert Island, the Fame cut out a valu- 
able prize from a British convoy and on 
January 2, 1815, brought it in to Rock- 
land, Maine. When ship and cargo were 
sold at auction and the captors’ shares 
apportioned, “... each of the privates 
received some $400 or $500...” It must 
have seemed a fortune to newlyweds 
Hanse and Sarah. 

Hanse Kalloch had married an inter- 
esting woman but was interesting in 
his own right for, at the very least, his 
strong political convictions. He was in 
his eighties when the St. George Bap- 
tist Church took a special interest in his 
views and his manner of expressing 
them. Hanse was excluded from mem- 
bership for “public railing.” He was a 


Republican, of the party of Lincoln, 
with a son in the Union army. The 
church opposed the waging of civil 
war, for any reason. Hanse stood on 
constitutional principle. 

Hanse’s gravestone tells us he was 90 
when he left Sarah a widow in Decem- 
ber 1866. The war had ended the year 
before, and Hanse had lived to see his 
cause prevail. He is buried in the Old 
North Parish Cemetery in St. George, 
within sight and sound of the church that 
excluded him. The gravestone counsels, 
“The Constitution — it must and shall be 
preserved.” Hanse still speaks his con- 
victions to the congregation. 


Sarah’s children 

Sarah and Hanse had eleven known 
children, nine sons and two daughters. 
All were born in Knox County, Maine. It 
was a time when most families in coastal 
Maine looked to farming and the sea for 
their livelihoods, and the Kallochs were 
no exception. Exceptional perhaps was 
the human price paid in exchange: four 
sons lost at sea at different times and 
another, Warren, dead of a shipboard 
accident in Buffalo, New York, in 1864. 

One of those lost was my great-great- 
grandfather Adam Boyd Kalloch. His 
stone memorial in the cemetery at St. 
George was inscribed: “Capt. / Adam. 
B. Kelloch / died at sea / Feb. 13, 1854 / 
AE 32 yrs. 4 mos. / His body lies in bot- 
toms deep / Whilst round his tombstone 
friends do weep / Although the billows 
round him roll / They cannot harm his 
precious soul.” (Part of the inscription is 
now lost by damage to the stone.) 

Another stone nearby speaks of 
another son: “Matthew / drowned at sea 
/ December 7, 1836 / Ae 20 y’s 6 m’s / 
For him break not the grassy turf / Nor 
turn the dewy sod / His dust shall rest 
beneath the surf / His spirit with its God.” 
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The two other sons drowned were 
Josiah and William. Captain foal 
Kalloch died January 10, 1854. and is 
buried in the Old North Parish Ceme- 
tery. We have not discovered William’s 
date of death or gravestone, if such 
exists, nor do we know where Warren is 
buried. 

Our information on the four remain- 
ing sons of Sarah and Hanse is limited 
and fragmentary. We know that Hanse 
3rd died in California sometime after 
1850. Sarah stated on her bounty land 
application that she had lived in San 
Francisco as well as Maine. That she 
was there with her son is speculative but 
probable. 

Of son Moses L. we know only that 


he was listed as a 14-year-old member of 


the household on the 1850 Census of St. 
George. Of Shepard T., we know nothing 
beyond his name at the bottom of his 
brother Matthew’s gravestone and that 
he died while still a boy, March 20, 1828. 


Son Ludwig served the Union for 


four Civil War years. He had left Maine 
and was living in Dakota Territory when 
counted there in the 1880 Census, occu- 
pation miner. An 1890 Veterans Census 
found him there again. Newspaper 
accounts described him as a mine man- 
ager and stockman. He died May 17, 
1893, and is buried in the Mount Mori- 
ah Cemetery in Deadwood, South 
Dakota (along with Wild Bill Hickock 
and Calamity Jane). Because the ceme- 
tery register carries the name as Ludwig 
Kelogg, his burial may be considered 
unproven. 

The older of Sarah’s two daughters, 
Jane Ann, was born in 1834. She mar- 
ried first Levi Kinney, and second Ben- 
jamin M. Kaler. She was listed in the 
1860 Census as a 25-year-old milliner 
living with her parents in St. George, 
Maine. The 1880 Census showed her as 
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Kaler’s wife and living in the nearby 
town of Waldoboro. She died May 28, 
1907. 

Eliza Helen, Sarah’s younger daugh- 
ter, was born in 1838 (or 1836 or 1841: 
the date varies). She married Henry A. 
Snow September 9, 1862, in Boston. 
Massachusetts. Eliza and Henry tgs 
later become residents. successively, 
Portland, Astoria and Tillamook. sa: 
gon. It was their union that would even- 
tually bring Sarah to Astoria. 


Henry Snow, Columbia River pilot 

Sarah’s son-in-law Henry Snow was 
born in 1836 in that part of then- 
Thomaston, Maine, which is now in 
Rockland. He followed the sea from 
boyhood like so many of that region 
and era. When the future river and bar 
pilot came west in 1863, it was as mas- 
ter of the ship William A. Banks. The 
cargo was rolling stock for the Cascade 
Railroad and machinery for the shops at 
The Dalles. 

Because their first baby, Henry A., 
died in November 1863 and is buried in 
Maine, it is unlikely that Eliza accompa- 
nied Henry to Oregon that year. We think 
she would have come soon after, but do 
not know when or how she traveled. 

The memorial on baby Henry's 
stone in the St. George cemetery reads, 
“Henry A. / Son of Henry A. / and 
Eliza H. Snow / Died / November 14, 
1863 / Ae 2 m’s 24 d’s / This bud has 
been torn / From its parents stem,” / To 
blossom in Heaven/ To live again. / It 
flourished a while/ In the world 
care/ And then was transplanted/ To 
one more fair.” Another baby, Jessie 
Warren, sex uncertain, died in 1872 
and is, we believe, buried in Astoria. 

Just when and how Sarah Kalloch 
joined her daughter and son-in-law in 
Oregon also remains hidden from us at 
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this time. It was no earlier than 1870, 
when the Census found her living in St. 
George with her son Ludwig, and, as 
mentioned earlier, may have followed 
a sojourn in California with son Hanse 
3rd. She had arrived in Astoria by 
1878, however, as we shall learn from 
the newspaper account of an unforget- 
table birthday party. The 1880 Census 
found her still there and under the same 
roof with Eliza, Henry and their three 
children. 

An October 1883 Astoria newspaper 
item identified Sarah as one of several 
Clatsop County residents carried on the 
national pension rolls. She was listed as 
a War of 1812 veteran’s widow receiv- 
ing an $8 monthly pension. Approxi- 
mately $140 in 2003 dollars, this would 
probably have been enough to pay her 
share of living expenses at the Snows 
with perhaps a little left over. Paying 
her own way would, we believe, have 
been important to Sarah. 

Henry and Eliza lived in Portland 
until 1869 or 1870, then in Astoria for 
the next approximately 20 years. They 
probably moved to Tillamook in 1890 

Sometime during their early Astoria 
years, the Snows apparently rented 
property at the corner of Skamokawa 
and Washington, now about 5th and 
Commercial. Theirs was the dubious 
distinction of being identified as the 
occupants of a house at that location 
which, on the night of August 30, 1873, 
suffered the first fire recorded in the 
books of newly formed Hose Company 
No.1 of the Astoria Fire Department 
(Cumtux, Vol.6, No.2, Spring, 1986). 
From the report, the blaze was quickly 
extinguished as 17 members of the new 
company responded to the alarm. 

In later years, the Snows lived on 
Main Street, now 9th. The 1890 city 
directory located them at the northwest 


corner of 8th and Main, now 9th and 
Harrison. An earlier, June 13, 1878, 
news article, reporting an accidental 
injury to Henry, had their residence at 
7th and Main, now 9th and Grand. 

During the cutting and filling under- 
way in 1877, the July 14 Weekly Astori- 
an drew a comparison with the exten- 
sive grading in progress in San Francis- 
co and reported that “...Main Street is 
coming down to the grade with a rapid- 
ity highly gratifying to residents on the 
hill. Gen. O.F. Bell, Capt. H.A. Snow, 
...and others are making cheerful look- 
ing homes in that locality.” 

From photographic evidence and 
study by the home’s current owner, it is 
believed that the Snows’ house was 
moved from 9th and Harrison to anoth- 
er location on Harrison between 9th and 
10th and is still in use as a residence. 

In addition to the property at 9th and 
Harrison, Henry in 1867 bought lots 1, 
2, 7 and 8, Block 113, McClure’s claim, 
from Cyrus Olney, former associate jus- 
tice of the Oregon Territorial Supreme 
Court, state legislator and founder of 
the town of Olney. These lots com- 
prised the west half of the block along 
10th Street between Irving and Jerome. 
They were sold by the Snows to J.O. 
Robb in 1883. (An excellent descrip- 
tion of Cyrus Olney’s land speculations 
in and east of Astoria is found in an arti- 
cle about the Leahy family by Evelyn 
Leahy Hankel in the inaugural issue of 
the Cwmtux, Winter 1980.) 

Henry owned land elsewhere in 
Clatsop County. Federal General Land 
Office land patent records show a 
12/30/1882 title transfer of 160 acres in 
Sec. 24, Township 8 North, Range 8 
West, to Henry A. Snow. He received 
the government deed January 10, 1888, 
and sold the property the same day to 
Alexander Gilbert, Astoria saloon oper- 
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ator and real estate investor. A draft 
index to Homestead applications also 
shows an 1892 application by Henry A. 
Snow for a claim in Sec. 25, T8N. 
ROW. We have not determined the out- 
come of the claim process in this case. 

The Snows also owned a plot in 
Hillside Cemetery, Lot 4, Block 27. 
near the northeast corner of the ceme- 
tery and close to the Shively vault. Two 
other bar pilots, A.C. Farnsworth and 
Charles Edwards, had lots in this block. 

During the 1800s and well into the 
20th Century, many families kept laying 
hens on their property, even in town. It 
was also a time when elaborate practical 
jokes between colleagues could reach 
levels of high art, to the delight of news- 
paper reporters if not the victim. The 
following June 18, 1874, article ap- 
peared in the Weekly Astorian: 


A few days ago some bright but 
naughty boys borrowed two eggs 
from the hennery of Capt. H.A. 
Snow, and after boiling them in a 
calico bag, returned them to the nest. 
The boiling process left the eggs 
covered with the pretty figures of the 
calico, and the excited owner exhib- 
ited these curiosities far and near, 
and sought in vain for an explanation 
for this “curious freak of nature.” 
Whether an ineffectual attempt to 
hatch a calico chicken revealed to the 
Captain the stupendous joke or not 
cannot be told, but the hen fancier’s 
enthusiasm has subsided. When any- 
body says “calico chickens” to Capt. 
Snow he immediately remembers 
that he has an appointment to keep. 
Capt. Irv. Stevens is accused of put- 
ting up this job on Snow. 

We like to think that Sarah may 
have discreetly shared in the general 
amusement enjoyed at her son-in-law’s 


expense. Whether Henry successfully 
plotted revenge is unknown to us. but 
the possibilities must have held his 
attention as he endeavored to dodge 
the unwelcome reminders. 

Newspaper reports tell us that the 
Snows were active socially and that 
Eliza was well known as one of the 
local hostesses. Sarah probably watched 
these activities with interest and pride in 
her daughter’s social accomplishments, 
and may even have participated. There 
is some indication that she did. 

Of greater interest to Sarah would 
have been the doings and evolutions of 
her three grandchildren: namesake 
Sarah, born in Portland, February 6, 
1867; Helen, born in Portland, Novem- 
ber 5, 1869; and Henry, born in Astoria, 
April 5, 1874. We do not know that 
Sarah was present when any of the chil- 
dren were born, but she would certain- 
ly have had some part and influence in 
their lives after coming to live with 
them, and they in hers. 


The Weekly Astorian of February 9, 
1878 raises the curtain toa view of the 
Snows set against the social scenery of 
1870s Astoria, with Sarah on-stage as 
more than an elderly onlooker: 


One of the most successful and 
undoubtedly the largest of birthday 
parties was held at the residence of 
Capt. H.A. Snow, Wednesday 
evening. It was the anniversary of 
the Captain’s birthday (the day pre- 
vious), and Miss Sarah’s 11" pirth- 
day on Wednesday. The father and 
daughter went into partnership in the 
celebration business, and with Mrs. 
Snow as chief engineer and manager 
were enabled to give one of the jol- 
liest parties we have ever attended. 
At an early hour the little friends of 
Miss Sarah commenced to arrive. 
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The two houses left and right of center in this small portion of an 1879 pano- 
ramic photo of Astoria still stand today on its north slope. At left is the Capt. A.D. 
Wass house built in the 1860s on the south side of Grand between 9th and 10th 
streets Originally on the second lot from the southeast corner of the intersection, it 
was moved to the corner lot. At right with the white picket fence is the Capt. H.A. 
Snow house, built originally on the northwest corner of 9th and Harrison and later 
moved west on the same block. It is now the home of Matt and Kathy Patterson. 
Both Wass and Snow worked for Captain Flavel piloting his steam tugs. 


Later in the evening the Capts. [sic] 
friends took possession of what 
room was left. 

At 9:30 it was estimated there 
were 140 guests in the house, it was 
impossible to count them all, but 
there were 80 children in the front 
room at that hour. Games were intro- 
duced and “King William” appeared 
to be the favorite. Mr. George Cruik- 
shank was there in full Highland 
costume with his bag-pipe and 
favored the company with some 
Scotch marches, etc. The venerable 
Mrs. Kelloch tripped the light fan- 
tastic with maiden nimbleness and 
astonished the youngsters.* Supper 
was served about 10:30 and there 
was plenty of it. Huge fruit cakes, 


coffee, cold meats, apples and an 
unlimited supply of nuts were fur- 
nished. The Astoria band appeared 
at this time and were cordially greet- 
ed, as they always are. They ren- 
dered some sweet music and there 
would have been some dancing if 
there had been any room for it. 
Many prominent citizens were pres- 
ent. Fond mothers and proud fathers 
who watched the kaleidoscopic 
scene in the parlor... [incomplete 
sentence]. Notwithstanding — the 
crowded rooms, not an incident 
occurred to mar the festivities and 
everyone went home very happy. 


And the house settled back on its 


foundation with a groan of relief. We 
enjoy imagining some of their thoughts 
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as the happy people within prepared 
for bed: Eliza, that she’s Just presided 
Over a happening the likes of Which 
Astoria may never see again; Henry, 
that 42 isn’t old at all for a river pilot 
and a few extra winks in the morning 
will surely be understood; the three lit- 
tle Snows, that Grandma sure is spry 
and who knew she could dance like 
that; and Sarah, that 86 years is a good 
beginning. 

We hear echoes of Mark Twain in 
these lives and times, and in how they 
were reported. The erstwhile printer’s 
devil and Mississippi river pilot gone 
west, he would have known Astoria and 
been at home. We see him as the news- 
paper scribe, ferreting out and compos- 
ing the calico egg story and freeloading 
at the birthday party as he writes anoth- 
er. With the unique American humor that 
he understood and chronicled so well, he 
reminds us that piloting was a proud and 
serious business, albeit the best job in all 
creation: “A pilot... was the only unfet- 
tered and entirely independent human 
being that lived in the earth.” 

The Tri-Weekly Astorian of October 
18, 1873, reminds us of this, too, as a 
sympathetic editor gives printed voice to 
the exasperation of a select fraternity: 

We understand that on his trip this 
week Capt. [Jansen?] of the United 

States steamer Shubrick again mis- 

placed the buoys at the Hog’s back. 

It does not matter to the pilots where 

these buoys are placed by red-tape 

process, they know where the bottom 
of the river is, and will endeavor to 
keep off of it. But when any official 
comes along and moves the buoys 
without commenting to pilots about 
it, the incident is apt to mislead them 
and get a vessel into a “scrape.” This 
occurred with Capt. Snow a few days 
since, and some of the pilots demand 
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that the light house department shall 
point out to them the reason why 
those buoys are misplaced. 


With measured formality and a touch 
of levity comes the unmistakable tone of 
affronted professionalism in the face of 
incompetence and officialdom. A pilot- 
house conference with Captain Jansen 
out on the river would no doubt have 
inspired even clearer commentary. 

The notice below appeared in the 
Astoria newspapers in the 1870s. 


COLUMBIA RIVER PILOTS 
Office at the 
OCCIDENT HOTEL 
Astoria, Oregon 


M.M. GILMAN G. REED 
H.A.SNOW RICHARD HOYT 
P.E. FERCHEN 
C.S. WRIGHT, Agent 


Epilogue 

Sarah’s granddaughter Helen M. 
Snow was married to Louis H. Parsons 
September 4, 1884, by Samuel Woods, 
Minister of the Gospel. She later mar- 
ried Edward E. Kelley. Her sister Sarah 
J. Snow married William S. Randall 
November 25, 1892. Johnston McCor- 
mac, Chaplain to Seamen, officiated. 
Grandson Henry M. Snow and Nellie 
Enberg were married March 20, 1896, 
E.W. Garner, Presbyterian Minister, 
officiating. 

All the weddings were performed in 
Clatsop County. It is almost a certainty 
that Sarah was present when Helen was 
married in 1884. The marriage certifi- 
cate shows that the wedding took place 
in the home of Henry and Eliza Snow 
whose household she shared. Perhaps 
her thoughts that day turned to the 
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The Occident Hotel at 10th and Bond streets in Asto- 





ria where the office for the pilots was located in the 
1870s. The photo dates to about 1885. 


application for bounty land she would 
sign nine days later, and what the lega- 
cy of that land might mean to her 
grandchildren after she was gone.** 

Sarah Kalloch died at 94 in Astoria, 
September 25, 1885, still waiting for 
her land grant. This was before states 
were required to keep death records, 
and none exist for her. The newspaper 
notice of her death ventured the guess 
that she had been the oldest person in 
Western Oregon. 

Sarah was buried in the Hillside 
Pioneer Cemetery, Astoria. She may 
rest beside her infant grandchild Jessie 
Warren Snow who died in 1872. There 
are no grave markers to answer this 
question. Many gravestones are now 
sunken and buried or were destroyed 
or removed during a period of ceme- 
tery neglect. 


Captain Henry Snow died Decem- 
ber 23, 1910. Eliza lived until February 
27, 1926. They are buried in the Odd 
Fellows Cemetery, Block 1, Lot 52, in 
Tillamook, directly across the road 
from the fair grounds. 

Henry Snow was one of many New 
England mariners who brought their 
skills and experience to the northwest 
coast and rivers. His December 29, 
1910, obituary in the Tillamook Head- 
light tells us he had been captain and 
pilot of a number of ships on the 
Columbia and Willamette Rivers. His 
career included employment at differ- 
ent times by the Oregon Steam Navi- 
gation Company and by Captain 
George Flavel of Astoria. 

For several years Henry captained 
the steamship John H. Couch on the 
Portland-Astoria run. From 1871 to 
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1873 he was captain on the new steam- 
er Dixie Thompson. Between 1874 and 
1880 he piloted foreign vessels on the 
Columbia and Willamette. While em- 
ployed by George Flavel he was made 
pilot of the tug Astoria and piloted 
ships on the Columbia River. bar. 


River traffic news in various issues of 
the Weekly Astorian add the names of 


other vessels under Captain Snow’s 
pilotage. 

Eliza Snow outlived her children. 
After losing husband Henry in 1910, 
she made her home with grandson Her- 
bert H. Parsons in Portland. Some time 
before her death in 1926 she became a 
member of the DAR, ID Number 
123414. Her designated patriot was 
her paternal grandfather Matthew 
Kalloch - boy witness at Louisbourg, 
ranger, soldier, sailor, farmer, bear 
hunter. At this remove from the Revo- 
lution, it is interesting to reflect that 


Eliza had doubtless heard stories of 


Matthew from her mother Sarah. As 
his daughter-in-law, Sarah would have 
known him well. Our American begin- 
nings were closer to us then. 


+o + 


For more information on_ the 
Kallochs and their extended family, see 
Ken Kalloch’s Web site: 
http://kalloch.accessgenealogy.com. 

Writing family history is always a 
work in progress. | welcome correc- 
tions or comments of any kind and 
would be glad to share the information 
sources drawn on for this article. It is a 
hope of mine that readers will be able 
to add information I lack access to or 
have overlooked. It would be wonder- 
ful to hear from descendants of Sarah 
Kalloch and the Snows, or from any- 
one with an interest in their story. 





I hope soon to examine Sarah 
Kalloch’s ancestry and to learn more 
about the lives of some of her other 
children. 

I can be reached through e-mail, 
hmmorrison@ earthlink.net, or by writ- 
ing to Marilyn Morrison, 3740 NW 
Orilla Street, Poulsbo, WA 98370. 





Editorial notes 

Where used as an indication of joint 
authorship, “we,” “us” or “our” refers 
to myself and those with whom I have 
discussed particular information on 
Sarah Kalloch and her family. 

Notes to genealogists: The name 
Kalloch is found spelled in various 
ways on vital records, other documents 
and in newspapers and local histories. 
Some closely related members of the 
family, even of the same generation, at 
times spelled their names differently. 
Common variations include Kelloch, 
Kallock, Kellock, Keller, Kellogg, 
Kelogg and Kelach. 

In a few instances, I have been 
unable to resolve birth date conflicts in 
the written record. In these cases, | 
have either noted the discrepancy or 
have accepted the date used by author- 
ities I consider reliable. An exception 
is Hanse Kalloch’s age at death; here I 
have used the age 90 from his grave- 
stone (by other records, he was 88). 

The 1880 Census records a Henry 
A. Snow and family in Knappa 
Precinct, Clatsop County. The data is 
strikingly close to that for Captain 
Henry A. Snow and his family, count- 
ed in the same census as living in Asto- 
ria in the same county. We have no 
information that would either establish 
or rule out the possibility that the two 
families were one and the same. We do 
think it probable that this was Captain 
Snow’s family, counted twice. 
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* Emphasis added by the author 


**Sarah appeared before Clatsop 
County Clerk C.J. Trenchard on Sep- 
tember 13, 1884, to sign and swear to a 
“Claim of Widow for Bounty Land.” 
The document did not describe any 
particular land parcel. Its purpose was 
to support an application for a warrant 
which when received could be surren- 
dered for 160 acres of public domain 
land of Sarah’s choosing - her entitle- 
ment as a war veteran’s widow. It 
seems reasonable that Sarah, advised 
by the Snows, would have prepared to 
select from the most valuable of those 
government lands still available in the 
Clatsop County area - but we have no 
way of knowing what locations she 
may have favored. 


Acknowledgments 


I want to thank the Editor of Cuwmtux 
for her encouragement and patience in 
cheerfully and promptly answering 
my many inquiries and, in several 
instances, searching out needed infor- 
mation before I knew it was needed. 
Her suggestions and knowledgeable 
contributions over several months 
helped this article to virtually write 
itself. Of no less importance to the 
undertaking was Betty Narkaus, Clat- 
sop County Genealogical Society. Her 
responsiveness and generously shared 
knowledge of relevant records and 


other references saved hours of 
research. 

With apologies for failing to 
remember a name, I also thank a 


Tillamook County Pioneer Association 
staff member. In a very short time one 
day, her courteous and extremely effi- 
cient assistance located detailed ceme- 
tery information and copies of Eliza 
and Henry Snow’s obituaries. 


48 








Marilyn Sherer Morrison 


About the Author: 

Marilyn Sherer Morrison is a Maine 
native, the daughter of a commercial 
fisherman who became a professional 
captain of sailing yachts. She grew up 
on the island of North Haven, 12 miles 
by boat from Rockland, and graduated 
from Mount Desert High School and 
Husson Business College. A career 
federal employee, she works for the 
U.S. Department of Labor in Seattle. 
She and her husband Homer, a retired 
civil engineer, live in Poulsbo, Wash. 
With changes in job assignments, they 
have lived in six other states. They 
have two daughters and five grand- 


sons. She has long had an interest in 
genealogy and family history. Apart 


from career and family, she enjoys 
needlework and collects cat teapots. 

The Sarah Kalloch of this piece was 
Mrs. Morrison’s paternal great-great- 
great-grandmother. 


Clatsop County Historical Society 


4oyny ay) Jo KSatinoy 


-- Editor’s 
Notes -- 





Corrections to the Summer Cumtux 

Three names were misspelled by the editor in the caption by the photo on the back 
cover of the last issue. They were: Ellen Koski, Anita Kentala and Joanne Abel. 

Allan Maki contacted us regarding an omission on the list of soldiers killed in 
WWIL. Not included was Wayne O. Rinne, a WWII aerial gunner from Gearhart He 
was in the Army Air Corps and died in November 1944 over Yugoslavia. Wayne’s 
mother was well-known in the area as a Gold Star Mother. The list in Cwntux w as 
compiled from official lists found on the internet. If you know of anyone else whose 
name was omitted, please let us know. 

Marge Classen called to let us know that the house where Eva Kuhnert was mur- 
dered by her husband is still standing, but not where it had been at the time that Lois 
Bowen wrote about. It was moved from a spot near 22nd Street to the 700 block of 
35th Street at the time of the 1949 slide on Irving Avenue. 

AHS Reunion 

In preparation for their SSth AHS reunion next year, the class of 1949 would like 
to locate the following: Larry Bailey, Anne Barker Mace, Lorraine Bridger, Janet 
Carlson Holdiman, Jerry Cowan, Elaine Lepp, Paul Roberts, Ronald Thompson, 
Virginia Vaughan Hutchinson, Betty Lou Webber, Melba Weigand, Merrill, Weijola, 
and Norma Wiese. Contact Carol Carruthers Lambert by leaving a message at (503) 
338-4849. 


Correspondence from Dr. Warren Lovell 

Responding to the story about Arvid Seeborg in the Summer issue, Warren Lovell 
wrote: 

“Just after the end of WWII, my bomb squadron flew down to Clark Field in the 
Philippine Islands to get our planes off Okinawa so the troop transports could use 
our base to fly into Japan. 

“We were camped around our aircraft when a Jeep came by with a group of Navy 
aircrewmen taking pictures of the nose art on our aircraft. One looked at me and said 
*You’re a Lovell.’ I said ‘I’m Warren, and you're a Seeborg!’ It was Kenny. 

He was based there, and had just gotten the pictures back of Arvid’s gravesite up at 
Cabanatuan. As I remember it, there were eight soldiers buried in one grave. 

“In a recent book on WWII, Ghost Soldiers, Hampton Sides, Doubleday, 2001, 
the story is told how an American Army Commando Group rescued the surviving 
prisoners held at Cabanatuan before the Japanese Army probably would have killed 
them all as the war ended. It tells in some detail how Fred Yeager from Oysterville, 
Pacific County, Washington, died of Beri Beri. Fred was one of the original National 
Guardsmen called up from Astoria with Co. L.” 
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Haystack Rock, yes. In Clatsop County, no. This one can be found about a mile 
southwest of Cape Kiwanda in Tillamook County. It is a mile offshore and 327 feet 
high compared to 235 feet for the more famous rock at Cannon Beach. 
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